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2002: Where the fuck is Chris/Matt? 


(Pyramids Centre, Portsmouth, Hampshire, England, 25 June 2002) 


"Where the fuck is Chris?" Guy asks, frowning as they hear the chatter and growing excitement from the 


audience. "He's usually never this late when the show is about to start” 
Jonny shrugs. "Last | saw him was when Phil said that someone has come to see him." 


"Ah, that someone might be Matty. His boyfriend of almost a year now," Will explains with a knowing smirk and 


nod. 

"So who's going to find him and tell him that we're about to go on stage?" Jonny asks. When the bassist and 
drummer turned silent and pretended to look at other things that suddenly seemed interesting, Jonny rolls his 
eyes. "Fine, I'll drag him back, you twats." 


Once Jonny is gone, Will lets out a sigh of relief. "Thank god we don't have to go." 


"Why didn't you volunteer to go?" 
"Why didn't you?" the drummer counters back. 
" Touché," Guy concedes. "So why don't you want to go anyways?" 


"If | can guess it, | know what happens when the two of them meet when it's been awhile since they last seen 


each other," Will says in a stiff voice, fiddling with a stray string on his shirt. 
Guy scoffs. "What would they be doing? It's not like it's going to be what we think it is--" 
There is a loud scream and swearing from down the hallway, someone sounding awfully like Jonny. 


"Yeah, | think they're doing exactly what we're thinking,’ Will deadpans. Jonny returns to them looking shaken 


and unable to erase of what he had witnessed. 
Chris... Matt... Toilet stall." Jonny shakily says, then shudders with a shiver running up his body. 


‘Say no more, Jonny, we understand it," Guy says, patting the guitarists back sympathetically. Jonny takes a 
few breaths and then gulps. 


"He'll be out in a few minutes," he says. 

When Chris finally appears a few minutes later, his clothes and hair looking disheveled and hastily cleaned up, 
he actually has the decency to appear embarrassed to be caught with his pants down with Matt. Matt, on the 
other hand, looks like the proverbial kitten that got the cream, with a satisfied look on his face. 


He stays behind backstage to watch them perform. If they spotted Chris looking at the right side of the stage 
a few times with a silly looking grin on his face during the whole show, they said nothing. 


(Midtfyns Festival, Ringe, Denmark, 4 July 2002) 

"Where the fuck is Matt?" Dom asks, tapping his drumsticks to his knees and the low table in the tour bus. 
"I think | last saw him when Chris Martin came by the one of the tents," Chris Wolstenholme replies, sipping 
his can of beer. Both men have only just returned to the tour bus when Matt ditched them after signing 


some autographs in favour of leaving with Coldplay's singer a while ago. 


"And it's by some coincidence that Coldplay is touring around in Europe at the same time as we are? And 
they've just performed yesterday for the festival?" Dom muses, a knowing grin crooking his lips upwards. 


"Oh come off it, Dom. You know how hard it is for Matt to see him when both he and Martin have crazy 
schedules as is," Chris points out. "And | understand what he's going through because of Kelly and the kids for 
me. Let him be." 


Dom rolls his eyes, mutters something under his breath, and continues tapping his knees and the table. 


"Hey, Tom. Found where the two lovebirds are?" Dom calls out to the media manager upon Tom's return to the 


bus. 


"They're most likely spending some ‘quality time' together," Tom answers, his fingers air quoting ‘quality time’. 
"The problem is that | don't know where they are. I've checked everywhere that they might be at." 


Thump. 
"What was that?" Tom asks, looking around to search for that sound. 


There is another thump. And then some shufflings noises of fabric. And then a muffled moan from the bunks 
that sounds awfully familiar to the three of them. 


Dom drops one of his sticks, his face pale. "I think we now know where they are." 

Right after he said that, they can hear Matt moaning Chris' name out loud. 

"Are they having sex by the door?" Tom asks in a low voice, horrified 

Thump. Thump. Oh Chris. 

"Yeah, they are," Dom deadpans. 

Wisely, they choose to vacate the bus and wait outside. 

Even as they are outside, however, they can still partially hear them still going at it. It's not as if they can 
easily ignore the noises from the inside. Thank god the tour bus that they have has an actual door to the 
sleeping area. But now, they have second thoughts of having a door there in the first place. 

"Well, it's a good thing that Kelly isn't here in Denmark with us," Dom comments, breaking the ice. 

Chris nods heavily, agreeing wholeheartedly. 


The noises coming from the bus continue. 


"Don't you think that it sort of feels weird to hear Matt calling the name ‘Chris' out loud when you're right 


here?" Dom says it out loud. 


Chris' face turns red. "Dom, shut it" 
"| don't want to think about it," Tom groans, rubbing the temples of his head. 
Its really awkward when he's dating someone who shares the same name as you, You know, Chris." 


"Dom, why don't we bury this subject right away and never speak of it ever again?" Chris spoke in equal parts 
as a threat and a definitiveness that the drummer must end the conversation right now. 


They said nothing more until they hear a scream and the thumping noises stopped, and wait for the lovebirds 
to clean up before they can reenter the bus. 


"Really like you and Kelly, huh?" 


Chris glares at Dom. 


2002: Jonny's ‘gift 


When Matt and Chris started dating, both of them knew that their relationship is going to need adjustments. 
Although they have their respective places to live in London, at the same time, with a hectic schedule of 
touring and recording, and that when one of them returns home to England, the other might not be there at 


all, seeing each other face to face can be difficult when one has distance to account for it. 


Yet it is this that made their time spent together all the more precious and not to be wasted, especially when 


they can't see each other for weeks or months. 


So the first thing when they meet each other again is that they not only miss each other, they're also horny, 


and willing to jump the other and enjoy the moment while it lasts. 


This is what Chris gets when he opens the door to welcome his lover back from tour life and he has a Matt 
Bellamy latched onto him like a limpet, already kissing him into a stupor. 


"So we're having takeout tonight then?" Chris asks through muffled lips. He gets a humming noise from Matt, 
too busy snogging him, which Chris takes it as a yes and mentally notes down that it might be Chinese for 


dinner again. 


When they end up on the bed, Matt is lying on top of Chris, pulling his shirt off to be delighted at the sight of 
his hairy chest. 


"God, | miss you and having a bed to fuck on," Matt groans, licking and nibbling at his lover's jawline and neck. 


He strokes the hairs on Chris' chest gently with fondness. 


Chris is lying down on his back with Matt sitting on his abdomen, teasing his lover's nipples by pinching and 
flicking them. The sounds that Matt makes is both cute and hot. 


Then Matt sits up and leans over to take the condom and lube from the bedside drawer. For this evening, they 
will be using the riding position The thought of Matt riding him like a cowboy is already exciting him and 
making his jeans feel tighter than usual. 


When Matt makes an interested noise from what he found in the drawer, Chris has a feeling that something 


that Matt found that doesn’t sound what's usually in the drawer has intruded into their plan 


"Well, well, what do we have here?" Matt asks, sounding very amused, which gets Chris worried. When he 
hears metal clinking with metal, he gets more worried as he realises what the brunette has found. He'd 
thought that it was stored under the bed, away from Matt and his prying eyes. So why is it in his bedside 


drawer? 


Then his mind recall who his last visitor was and he grits his teeth. Jomy. 


Matt smirks at him, twirling a pair of handcuffs on his fingers and holding a bullet vibrator on the other hand. 
"Why, Christopher, you've been holding back on me. Care to explain why?" 


| wasn't holding back.. It was a gift joke from Jonny that he bought in Europe last year," Chris grimaces. "l 


was supposed to throw it away.” 


"What?! Why would you want to throw it away?!" Matt looks at him, aghast, the handcuffs stopped spinning on 


his fingers. "It would be such a waste!" 

"| don't see the point of these.. toys in the bedroom," Chris says, embarrassed and looking away from Matt. 
"They make sex fun! And exciting with it! You don't know what you're missing out here, Chris!" Matt's face 
softened up at Chris's reaction "It's not that bad, Chris. | actually like this kind of stuff. You wouldn't believe 
the fun that | had with these toys." 


Chris has a contemplative face. Matt is really excited by something that irked him because Jonny gave it to 
him and has placed it in his bedside drawer. 


"Please, Chris?" Matt pleads, looking down at him in a similar manner. Chris caves in from that. He's horny and 


wants to fuck. 
"Okay, if it's what you want--" Click 


Chris stares at Matt wide-eyed, then to his right hand locked in place to the side of the headboard. How did he 
do that so fast? 


Matt shakes his head, grinning as he takes the second handcuffs from the drawer and locks Chris’ left hand to 
other side. "You, my love, need some education in the uses of them and the pleasure and fun you can get off 


from it. 


"IIl show you what it's like first, but I'll go nice and easy on you. After we're done, then you can think about 
it 


"So how was it?" Matt asks, feeling very satisfied after one hell of a ride on top of Chris. 

"Fuck," is the only coherent word that Matt manages to hear from his boyfriend under him. He takes it as a 
good sign that Chris now has second thoughts on throwing these lovely toys away. He'll have to send his 
thanks to Jonny some time later for this gift to Chris. 


Matt leaves to clean himself up in the bathroom, giving Chris some time to wind down. After all, experience 


taught Matt that the first time can be pretty intense. When he returns with a wet towel, he releases Chris 


from the handcuffs and gets the taller man to sit up to wipe him clean 


After that is done, Matt gently massages his hands and wrists to bring blood circulating back there, while the 


taller man keeps his arms wrapped around the small brunette. 


"If you like them that much, then | guess we can keep them," Chris mumbles, feeling exhausted yet refreshed 
by this new experience for sex, and enjoying the treatment that Matt is giving to him. 


"Want to know something?" Matt holds Chris‘ hand, getting a firm grip in return. "I love your hands. Your 
fingers are so talented that | swear that | can just come from them alone. Maybe next time, you can try it 


with these stuff that Jonny gave to you too." 

"ls it a good idea to tell me this so soon?" Chris muses with a lopsided grin. 

"Don't know for sure yet. But | wanted to let you know in case you got some interesting ideas to try out the 
next time," Matt giggles, picking up a mobile phone and handing it to Chris. "Come on, I'm starving and | don't 


want to be bothered to see what's in the fridge to eat" 


Next time, Chris thinks as he presses the speed dial to the Chinese takeout that he likes, he will get to Matt 
first and then tie him down to bed. Maybe use what Matt has suggested to him and try it out. 


And maybe also the next time he sees Jonny, he'll have to grudgingly thank the guitarist and his.. very useful 
gift. 


2002: Saturday Night Poker Tournaments with Muse 


Author's Notes: 
Who's up for poker?! 


When Chris learns that Muse have weekly poker night tournaments on Saturdays, he's surprised that he never 
knew that they have weekly poker night tournaments on Saturdays. 


He only learns of this when he was dragged by Matt on a Saturday evening to the flat that the brunette still 
shares with Dom and Tom, where there is a dedicated poker table set up and ready. Chris Wolstenholme is 
there too, looking ready for the game. 


From what Chris observed while Tom dealt the cards out, it seems like something that they have built up into 
a tradition to spend time with each other and have fun. And if Matt has brought him here to play it, it feels 
like an honour for him to be here with Matt and his friends. 


So Chris decides to join in their poker tournament, thinking that it won't be harmful and will be fun. After all, 
its only money and its actually something that he doesn't mind losing. And he's fairly good at poker. 


He soon learns his mistake in such an assumption when money was no longer betted on the table, and in upping 


and changing the stakes, he loses not only his money, but also his shoes, bracelets, scarf, jacket, and all of his 


hair care products that he left in the flat whenever he stays by. All of it. 

| thought you guys played with money only!" Chris says, stunned at his own loss. 

"That's all in your head, mate. You're just mad that you've lost," Dom smirks, raking Chris’ prized hair care 
products towards him and now the proud new owner to said products and the bracelets that he'd won off the 
table the previous round. 

"And you could've folded your cards and stopped playing when we stopped playing with money," Chris 
Wolstenholme says, now wearing a pair of comfortable track shoes that once belonged to the other Chris and 


not feeling an ounce of guilt of taking them. 


Meanwhile, Tom has his scarf wrapped around his neck, pretending to be some model and flicking the scarf to 


his back. Chris fumes inwardly. That was his favourite scarf. 


Matt is the giddiest one of the group, wearing Chris‘ jacket that is a few sizes too large for him, taking a sniff 
at it and smiling at being able to smell his boyfriend from the clothing. 


"Dude, that's gross," Dom grimaces, noticing what Matt was doing and wrinkles his nose. 


"You're just jealous that you don't have your girlfriend's shirt to sniff at." Matt says smugly, wrapping the 
jacket around him tightly. 


Strangely, Chris never says a word or have a look of protest about Matt wearing his jacket at all, 
Matt keeps the jacket with him for weeks until he makes Chris wear it again to get his scent back on the 
clothing. Chris quietly complies to it, wearing it long enough until the scent of his body and the cologne that he 


uses are stuck to it, and he notices the jacket is gone from his wardrobe and Matt seems giddy again 


Chris still finds himself losing more often than winning from the poker tournaments that he goes to with Matt. 


2002: Overly large clothes and an important decision 


Author's Notes: 
Truthfully, the thought of Matt in overly large clothes that Chris owns is hilarious and adorable. 


When a black Lotus Elise is parked by the street of the building where his flat is located, Chris knows who has 


come to visit him last night and crawled into his bed. 


This time, Matt is staying with him in London rather than go back to Brighton to rest after touring, bringing 
with him a few clothes that can barely last through a week. That is the least of Matt's concerns since he has 
some clothes left in Chris' flat from staying over constantly. 


The second reason is that he has been pilfering through Chris' wardrobe for clothes, wearing the taller man's 
t-shirts and sweatpants around whenever the brunette can't be bothered to wash his dirty clothes up in the 


washing machine. 


Chris has seen Matt wearing Dom's clothes before, considering that they more or less have the same body 
size, so they rarely fuss over the sharing of their clothes. Well, that's what Matt says, and Dom once told 
him the opposite of it. 


With Matt wearing fis clothes, however, it makes Matt look hilariously small in it and at the same time look 
comfortable in it. 


Chris never stops him from doing it. Ever since the first time that Matt stayed over in his place and wore 
one of his shirts while having tea and toast for breakfast, there is something within his mind that compels 
him to let it naturally happen. And it was the best decision ever. 

Although he has noticed for some time that some of his shirts and hoodies have gone missing in his home. 
Watching Matt moving around his flat while wearing his clothes is the hottest sight for Chris to see. There's a 
certain allure to it. It is to such an alluring sight that Chris gets distracted away from the television as Matt, 
who has finished showering, approaches towards him and sits on his lap. 


"Good evening," Matt greets him, getting a kiss to his lips as a response. 


"What's underneath that shirt?" Chris teases, now kissing the bare neck and his hands sliding down from 
Matt's chest to his hips. 


"Nothing," Matt answers, giggling. And true to his words, he is wearing nothing else other than the shirt. Chris 
shivers in delight at the thought of it. 


Just as he is about to slide his hand under said shirt, Matt stops his hand and gets Chris’ attention 

"Before we get there, Chris, | got something to talk to you about," Matt says. 

"What is it that you want to talk about, Matt?" Chris pulls his hand away, slightly disappointed to be stopped 
"You know about how | have this idea of moving around every six month or else | get restless?" 


"Yeah..2" Chris nods, though unsure where Matt is leading them is going to be pleasant or not based on the 


start of the conversation. 

"Well, the lease that | share with my mates for the flat in Brighton is expiring soon," Matt explains. "Me, Dom, 
and Tom have agreed to move back to London but we'll have separate flats for once rather than live together. 
But we're still going to live very close to each other." 


Matt finds it hard to read Chris' face, his expression still stuck in curiosity, but nevertheless continues. 


"Since I've seen that we're going to live nearby around your neighbourhood, and a lot of my stuff is in your 


flat already, | was wondering if | could.. move the rest of my stuff into your flat," Matt says. 
Chris blinks, then blinks again. 
"You.. want to live with me?" Chris asks, jaw dropped. 


"Well, that's the proposition. | wanted to ask like, weeks before. You weren't around, but | did check on any flats 
for rent nearby just in case--" Matt never finished his rambling as he is kissed deeply by a very happy Chris. 


"| wouldn't say no. | think it's a brilliant idea," Chris laughs, kissing Matt's face here and there. "I'll even help 


you move your stuff in as soon as possible.” 


"Would you like to do it sometime this week?" Matt giggles, enjoying the affection given to him and elated that 
Chris has accepted his request to move in with him. 


"Sure," Chris nods. "But if you don't mind me asking.. why move back to London?" 

"Well, we think that we spent enough time out of London to have some songs and demos and ideas running in 
my mind for the next album already, so we need to come back and jam around for a bit to solidify them. And | 
do miss London with all the perks of having good studios here," Matt explains. 


"So how soon will that lease run out?" Chris asks. 


couple OT weeks Trom Now. 
"A couple of weeks f 


"Perfect," Chris grins, one free hand sliding back under the shirt to touch Matt's stomach and stays there. 
Matt takes the remote control away from him and switches the channel to watch a snooker tournament, 


content to stay on Chris’ lap. 

Chris doesn't know what will happen with his life in the future with Matt having decided to live with him on 
what might be a more permanent basis. Will they eventually find a better place to move to? Will London 
eventually bore Matt once more to seek out greener pastures? Will something happen six months later and 


Matt gets restless again? Who knows? 


For now, he watches the snooker tournament with Matt, the thought that the concept of what home means to 
him have changed for the better and glad of his lover's decision. 


On the day that Matt is moving into Chris' flat, Dom puts a cardboard box in front of Chris. There's even his 


name written on the box. 

"Umm.. what's inside here?" Chris asks, perplexed. When he opens it, his eyebrows shoot up to his hairline. 
"These are all of your clothes," Dom answers bluntly. "They migrated down to Brighton one by one." 

Well, that explains why his wardrobe has less clothes than before, and it's not because of accidentally or 
intentionally losing them on tour. What he didn't account for is how many have disappeared from his wardrobe 
thanks to Matt. 


Chris pulls out the first item in the box. 


Huh. He was wondering where his UCL hoodie disappeared to. 


2002: Hs just pasta. How hard can it be? 


When Matt walks into the kitchen, wondering what the ruckus Chris was causing in there, he witnesses 


something that made him think how lucky that what he walked into didn't escalate to be a worse situation 


Smoke and the smell of something burnt permeates the whole room even with the window opened and the fan 


working its best to suck it out of the kitchen. 


It is by a fortunate chance that Matt knew that the fire alarm in the kitchen ran out of battery power a few 


days ago or else it would have been noisy as well. And get the neighbours and fire brigade alarmed. 


Matt watches as Chris tries to scrape pasta that are burnt and stuck at the bottom of the pan with a fork 


before he speaks. 
"What happened here?" 


"| wanted to make dinner for the two of us for once rather than have takeaways," Chris explains, flustered and 


ashamed by his failure. 
Matt raises an eyebrow. "You wanted to do this, even though I've seen before that you can't cook?" 


| wanted to try," Chris grimaces, giving up on the ruined pot. "I was planning to make a homemade dinner for 


the two of us. So | thought that spaghetti would be easy enough." 


Taking a second look at the kitchen, Matt notices a batch of spaghetti that is half wet, half burnt. Judging by 
the sight, that one might've been the first attempt, and from the ruined pot, they are more than likely out of 
dried pasta. The good news is that this means that Chris can stop attempting to ruin any more good pasta, the 
bad news is that they no longer have dried pasta unless they go down to the grocery shop. 


Matt sighs. 


"Well, | guess we're going to have fresh pasta for dinner tonight then," Matt says. Chris looks at Matt in 


surprise. 
"What?" 


"We can make pasta by ourselves," Matt says, going to the pantry to pull some items out. "I got the flour, 
eggs, and the works. Don't have to be so dramatic over some ruined spaghetti. We can make our own 
homemade pasta. | wager that what we make will taste better than the dried kinds." 


Matt then goes to the cupboard to pull something out and puts it down on the table a machine that Chris has 


never remembered owning before: a pasta machine. 


"If l'm moving in to stay with you, the least that | want is a pasta machine in the kitchen," Matt says, smirking 
after noticing the astonished look on Chris' face. "Making pasta is a lot easier than you think" 


"You don't mind me helping, Matt? | was the one who wanted to make dinner for us," Chris requested. 


"As long as you don't touch the stove," Matt teases, opening the top of the flour bag. "Now, you bought sauce 
for the pasta, didn't you?" Chris nods and pulls a tub out of the fridge, showing it to be Tesco brand 


carbonara sauce. 
Matt makes an approving noise. "At least we don't need to make the sauce from scratch." 


An hour later, they have dinner on the table. Over a dinner of fresh pasta with carbonara sauce paired with a 
bottle of pinot grigio, Chris is happy that for once, he didn't ruin the food, or have the fire brigade to come 
pay them a visit. And he is happy that Matt didn't mind joining in and helped him make this dinner for the 
evening happen. 


The Poker Mentor 


‘Matt, can you coach me on becoming better at poker?" Chris asks one day when both he and Matt have a 
break that allows them to spend time together for more than a month. 


"Why?" Matt frowns, his attention ripped away from the television. "I thought I'd helped you in winning all your 
stuff back from my friends." 


"Yeah, and | appreciate that. But honestly? I'm tired of losing," Chris admits. 
"What happened to you to have brought this up?" Matt asks. 


‘For one, | already mentioned that I'm tired of losing. Two, you guys are really advanced at the game and | need 
someone who can teach me to be on par with your level. And three, it would be nice to win a few times to 


show them that | can be a serious threat." 


When Chris says it like that, Matt can't fault his lover on this, for he understands the dilemma. When one 
thinks about it, Chris does try to play, but he isn't as good at poker as they are. It's a wonder that he still 


wants to play it with them at all when he loses more than he wins. 


"What will you offer me in return then?" Matt asks. Although he can help, he expects something out of this or 
else he'll be giving his secrets out, something that he isn't willing to part with, not even to his boyfriend. 


Chris leans in and whispers it to his ear. Matts face perked up in surprise, then contemplation, and finally 


grinning ear to ear. 


"Now that's an offer that | can't pass up. Alright then, I'll be your coach until you reached our level of skills." 


"Is strip poker really necessary for learning?" Chris complains, pulling his socks off and throwing it to a pile of 


clothes that are mostly his. 


"Well, the point of poker and any sort of competitive games is the incentive to win, Chris," Matt grins, his eyes 
glued shamelessly to the sight of an almost naked Chris. Almost, for there's one last article of clothing on him 
before the man is truly naked. Those white boxers are sexy. "That incentive provides the drive to improve on 


your skills. Strip poker is one of the examples." 


"You could've told me that it was going to be something like this and | could've turned up the heater 
beforehand," Chris grumbles, the cold starting to bother him with the lack of clothes keeping him warm. 


‘| admit, that you haven't had a good start. But you did quite well," Matt says, and it was true. His jumper and 


socks are already on the pile. Depending on who loses in the next round, the next one to go are his trousers. 


Matt quickly collects the cards up and starts shuffling the deck. The longer he stares at an almost naked 


Chris, the less interested he is to keep on playing, for he is now interested in playing something else 

When he looks back up at Chris, he is almost surprised at the intensity of those smouldering blue eyes looking 
at him. Its as though Chris wants to burn Matt's clothes down through his stare alone or tear it down with 
his hands when he remembers that he hasn't gained superpowers to attempt the former. 

Well, if Chris' thoughts is about at the same wavelength with his.. 

Matt clears his throat. "Since you're down to your boxers, we can either keep playing or we can--" 

Matt is not able to insinuate anything further when he is pulled towards the taller man, and his mind inwardly 


squeals in delight at not having to finish the game to do this instead. It's much more fun, and warms Chris up 


from the cold. 


"You can't kiss your opponent and render them vulnerable for the next round," Matt pants, his lips swollen and 


his mind still reeling at a very good kiss. 
"Not if they're cute," Chris grins, his lips kissing along Matt's jawline. 


"I can consider that cheating by kissing me so good that you won twice in a row," Matt grumbles, trying to pull 
his head away from those damned temptatious lips. 


"ll gladly take that," Chris says, rubbing his nose against Matt's. 

"And no flirting for the next round." 

"Not even on the tournaments?" Chris pouts. 

Matt's glare effectively gets Chris to shut up and not use his flirting tactics for those weekly tournaments. 
When Chris leans closer to him, Matt knows what he is about to do and gently pushes him away. 

"One more kiss before the next round?" Chris pleads out loud. 

Again, Matt glares at Chris. Chris gives him the look of a pleading puppy, silently asking for more from their 


owners and make them give in to compliance when they know that they shouldn't or become stricter to curb 


away from the temptation of giving in. 


Unfortunately, Chris nails the puppy face look really well, and Matts glare gets softened the longer Chris does 
it. 


He rolls his eyes. "Fine, just one more kiss before we start again" 


Chris grins and leans in to capture his lips, intending to make out as long as possible as a result of that little 


victory. 


Matt checks to make sure that he got any touch smudges scrubbed off before he washes the soap suds off 
its surface. Another plate is now washed and put on the drying rack. 


He hums a tune to himself as he picks up a dirty mug and scrub it up. 


From the bedroom, he can hear the noise of the vacuum cleaner that Chris is using to clean the room up. 
Using house chores to bet and divide it between the two of them makes it surprisingly effective to get them 
to clean the flat up. It lets Matt's arse to rest up, and it keeps Chris from becoming a pavlovian dog during 
poker. 


Matt admits to himself that despite Chris showing that he's becoming good at poker, using sex as the 
conditions of a prize is having another effect. The problem is namely that every time the two of them play, 


Chris tends to become.. rather excited. 


He is pretty sure that what Chris wanted is to become good enough to not lose too many times for the 
weekly poker tournaments, rather than becoming horny because of associating the game to lead towards sex. 


This was the only other way that Matt has thought of to not use foreplay and sex for poker. 


Then again, it would be funny if Chris does pop a boner in the middle of the game, as Matt thinks about it for 
the second time and puts the mug to the drying rack 


"You won his faff bag!" Matt is still laughing once they're in the car, holding up said bag that Chris won off 
the table. "You won Dom's fucking faff bag!" 


"Technically | only won the bag, Matt," Chris tries to correct him. While he did won the bag that Dom uses to 
store his hair and skin care products, the blond was smart to have emptied out its contents before he put 
the bag on the table. Last he heard from the drummer, he was going to buy a new one anyways, but Chris 
can keep the bag. 


"Still, it's proof that you're getting good at poker," Matt says, grinning ear to ear and proud that Chris won 


something significant from Dom despite its mundane use. 


Chris only smiles back at that, and keeps his eyes on the road as he drives them home. 


I's one of those nights where they don't have much to do, and the immediate solution against the impending 
boredom was to pick up the deck of cards to play a single round or a few. By now, it's less of a training and 
more of a casual game to test how far Chris’ prowess in poker has has come since he started getting 


mentored by Matt. 


"So what are the conditions if you win this time around?" Chris asks, used to the knowledge and habit that 
there needs to be something to bet on. 


Matt ponders for a moment before he smirks. "You give me foot rubs whenever | want for the next three 


months." 
"What?! That's unfair!" Chris protests. "Why three months?" 

Matt merely raises an eyebrow and points at the calendar where their schedules are noted out in highlight 
"Alright," Chris sighs, the calendar reminding him how few times that they can see each other thanks to 
touring and recording. So the three months of giving massages to Matt's feet is not as bad as it sounds since 


its not as though he will do it every day. "But you better wash your feet beforehand. They smell worse than 
death." 


| can't guarantee that, but you have to give me foot rubs when | demand for it," Matt says, grinning. "Now, 


what's your condition if you win?" 


Now it's Chris' turn to have a smirk on his face, and then he pulls something out behind his back that has 
Matt stare in silent horror. 


"There are rules for this," he says, and Matt gets more horrified as Chris explains it. 

Matt finds himself in a hard spot, whether to win because of his superior skills or to intentionally lose. Damn! 
He should've thought of something else rather than three months of foot rubs. He never expected Chris to be 
so... so devious. 

A vibrator in his arse for a whole day tomorrow? And no touching or release an orgasm for the duration of 
it? Tomorrow when he's joining Dom and Chris to jam out at their rented studio and his boyfriend might pay 


them a visit? 


Chris is evil and a magnificent bastard to boot. 


(Weeks later) 


"Bloody hell, Chris, how did you get this good at poker?" Will asks, glancing at the singer as he folds his cards. 
The rest of them eventually get flushed out by Chris when he reveals a full deck that makes him the winner 


agai n. 


Once is an accident. Twice is a coincidence. The third time becomes a pattern that is more than obvious for 


them to notice. And their wallets are hauntingly empty of cash. 

Previously, Chris was decent at the game but keeps making faces that they could easily exploit. Now, he's 
great at the game and he has a blank face and an undecipherable body language that makes it almost 
impossible to find a tell on him. Even better than Phil's, who is considered the second best in poker among the 
five of them. 

The only time during the whole game when he breaks the blank look on his face is when he rakes in his 
winnings from his bandmates with a smile. And the occasional shifting of his legs which they conclude doesn't 
seem to have anything to do with whether he got a good deck of cards in his hands or not. 

"Come on, spill it out, Chris. You've practically took all of our money today," Jonny grumbles. 


Chris eyes his bandmates blankly, keeping silent for a while, until he finally speaks. 


"Did you know," he begins slowly, "that Muse have weekly poker night tournaments on Saturdays?" 


